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secret vice, but we still felt sloppy and self-conscious. There was the possibility of hitting the chap on the right in the eye if you swung up in too violent and sweeping a movement. On the other hand, if you short-circuited, it might become a naval salute or something crabbed and servile like a taxi-driver touching his cap. Redfern, strange to say, despite his unmilitary appearance, gave the best salute of anybody. In any case I am perfectly certain that the King was not in the least concerned about the quality of our saluting.
The timing of a royal visit to the front and the security arrangements are matters of great moment and delicacy. It was important that the hold-up of traffic involved should not interfere with military operations. Redfern, Helliwell and I, when jeeping to an air-strip (known as a "whizzer strip") that His Majesty was due to visit, saw an awkward incident. At a hairpin bend, on a mountain road, we came to a traffic block. Tanks, trucks and jeeps were stuck in a congealed mass, stopped by a solitary military policeman. Beyond this hold-up the road was empty, and curved away downhill to the air-strip.
Presently a jeep, with a whip radio aerial, came weaving through the block, carrying a fuming brigadier. He ignored the red-cap and turned the jeep down a steep bank, at grave risk of overturning, in order to reach the section, of empty road beyond the hold-up. The policeman came rushing forward and stopped the Brigadier's jeep.
" Get out of my way," barked the irate brass-hat. " What's the reason for all this? I have an attack going in and I need these tanks."
"Sorry, sir.  The King's arriving any moment."
The Brigadier insisted that he must pass, but a provost came up and reinforced the red-cap. "My orders are definite, sir," said the Provost.
The Brigadier then began to radio back angrily to his headquarters. What the outcome was I do not know, but, as he continued to fulminate, and to wait, I judge it was not satisfactory. At that moment the issue was decided by the arrival of the King's procession of cars, which passed in a couple of minutes. The traffic-block was released. I haveand physically exhausted, I sat down to write my first despatch about the entry into Rome. What was the world waiting to learn? Surely that         copy "queucing up" for its turn on the radio to ]
